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Dramatis Perſone. 


Jupiter, Mr. Legg. 
Juno, Mrs. Stevens. 
Apollo, Mr, Mattocks. 
Pan, | Mr. Dunſtall. 


MORTAL 8 


Midas, : Mr. Shuter. 
Damztas, Mr. Dibdin. 
Sileno, Mr. Beard. 
Myſis, Miſs Poitier. 
Daphne, Mrs. Baker. 
Nyſa, Mrs. Mattocks. 


SCENE, fr/ en Mount Olympus, afterwards 
on the Paſtures of Lydia. 
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The curtain riſing diſcovers the Heathen Deities, 
ſeated amidſt the clouds, in full council: they ad- 
dreſs Jupiter in Chorus, accompanied by all the 
inſtruments, 


| Chorus of all the Gods. 


OE, in his chair, 
Of the ſky Lord-May'r, 
With his nods 
Men and Gods 
Keeps in awe; 
When he winks 
Heaven ſhrinks, 
When he ſpeaks 
Hell ſqueaks ; | 
Earth's globe is but his tats. 
Cock of the ſchool . 
He bears deſpotic rule; a 
His word, 
Thu abſurd, 
Mus be law. 
B 2 Even 


. 
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Even Fate, 

Tho" fo great, 
Muſt not prate ; 
His bald pate 
Fove would cuff, 
He's fo bluff, 

For a firaw. 
Cow'd deities, 
Like mice in cheeſe, 
To 8 muſt ceaſe, 


r gnaw. 


Fup. ( ri/ing. ) Immortals, you have heard your plain- 
tive ſover'n, 
And culprit Sol's high crimes. Shall we who govern, 
Brook ſpies upon us? Shall Apollo trample 
On our commands? We'll make him an example. 
As for you, Juno, curb your prying temper, or 
We'll make you, to your coſt, know—we're your em- 
peror. 
Juno. I'll take the law. (To Fup. )) My proctor, with 
a ſummons 
Shall cite you, Sir, t'appear at Doctor's Commons. 
Jup. Let him—but firſt I'll chace from Heaven yon 
varlet. 


Juno. What, for detecting you, and your vile har- 
lot? 


ow RS % 
Think not, lewd Fove, 


Thus to wrong my chaſle love, 

For, ſpite of your rakehelly godbead, 
By day and by night, 
Juno will have her right, - 

Nor be, of dues nuptial, defrauded, 
Fl ferrit the haunts 
Of your female gallants; 

In vain you in darkneſs encloſe them; 
Your favourite jades, | 
Fil plunge to the ſhades, 

Or into cows metamorphaſe them. 
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Pup, Peace, termagant. I ſwear by Styx—ourthunder 
Shall hurl him to the earth. Nay, never wonder, 
I've ſworn it gods, 
Apollo. Hold, hold, bave patience 
Papa—No bowels for your own relations! 


' hh OO Wy 6 


Be by your friends adviſed, 
Too harſh, tos haſty dad ! 
Maugre your belts, and wiſe head, 
T he world will think you mad. 


IWhat worſe can Bacchus teach men? 
Flis roaring bucks, when drunk, 
Then break the lamps, beat watchmen, 

And flagger to ſome punk. 


Fup. You ſaucy ſcoundrel--there fir come Diſ- 
order, 
Down Phœbus, down to earth, we'll here no farther. 
Roll, thunders, roll; blue lightnings flaſh about him; 
'The blab ſhall find our ſky can do without him. 


Thunder and lightning. Fupiter darts a bolt at him, he 
falls. — Jupiter re-aſſumes his throne, and the Goa 
all aſcend together, ſingiug the initial chorus 


Fave in his chair, &c. 
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SCENS . 


A champaign country with a diſtant village; violent florm 
of thunder and lightning. A ſhepherd ſleeping in the 
field is rouſed by it and runs away frighted, leaving his 
cloak, hat, and guittar, behind him. Apollo (as cafl 
from heaven) falls to the earth, with a rude ſhack, and 
lies for a while flunn'd : at length he begins to move, 
riſes, advances, and looking forward ſpeaks. After which, 
enter to him Sileno. 


Apol. Zooks, what a cruſh ! A pretty decent tumble 
Kind uſage, Mr. Jove---ſ{weet fir your humble. 
Well, down I am ;---no bones broke---tho* ſore pep- 


per'd ! | 
Here doom'd to ſtay,---what can I do ?---turn ſhep- 
herd. [Puts on the cloak, &6, 


A lucky thought---In this diſguiſe, Apollo 
No more, but Pol the ſwain, ſome flock I'll follow. 
Nor doubt I, with my voice, guittar, and perſon, 
Among the nymphs to kick up ſome diverſion. 
Sileno. Whom have we here! A ſightly clown I- 
and ſturdy : | 
Hum---plays, I ſee, upon the hurdy-gurdy. 
Seems out of place---a firanger---all in tatters--- 
Fll bire him---he'll divert my wife and daughters, 
Whence, and what art thou, boy ? 
Pol. An orphan lad, Sir! 
Pol is my name ;---a ſhepherd once my dad, fir, 
Fth* upper parts here---Tho' not born to ſerving, 
Fil now take on, for faith I'm almoſt ſtarving. 
Sileno. You've drawn a prize i'th' lottery---So 
have I too; 
Why, -- -I'm the maſter you could beſt apply to- 
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Since you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog; 

You can help to bring home harveſt, 

' Tend the ſheep, and feed the hog. 

Fa la la. 


FW ith three crowns, your flanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed; 

Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 

Butter- mill, and oaten bread. 


Fa la la. 


Come, firike hands, youll live in clover, 


When we get you once at home; 
And when daily labour's over 
Well all dance to your flrum, firum, 
55 Fa la la. 


I Arise hands, I take your offer, 


Farther on I may fare worſe. 
Looks, "7 can no longer ſuffer 

Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 
5 Fa la la. 


Do, firike hands ; tis kind I offer ; 
[ flrike hands, and take your offer ; 
Farther ſecking you'll fare worſe, 
Farther on I may fare worſe. 
Pity ſuch a lad ſhould ſuffer, 

Znoks, I can no longer ſuffer, 
Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 
Hungry guts and empty purſe. 

Fa la la. 


Execunt, dancing, and ſinging. 
2 SCENE 


s CE ME III. 


SILENO's Farm Houſe, 
Enter Daphne and Nyſa, Myſis following behind. 
ws Toy. Nyſa, how goes on ſquire Midas's court- 


Ny. Your ſweet Dametas, pimp to his great wor- 
ſnip, 
Brought me from him a purfe ;---but the conditions--- 
I've cut'd him, I believe, of ſuch commiſſions. 


Daph. The moon-calf! This muit blaſt him with 


my father, 
Ny. Right. So we're rid of the two frights toge- 
ther. 


Both, Ha! ha] hal---Hal hal ha! 
My. Hey day | what mare's neſt's found ?---For 
ever grinning! 
Ye rantipoles---is'c thus you mind your ſpinning ? 


1 


Girls are known 
js To miſchief prone, 
. If ever they be idle, 
ity IVho would rear 
HI Trios daughters fair, 
MHuſi hold a fleady bridle : 
For bere they Heiß. 
And there they trip, 
And this and that way ſidle. 
Giddy ma ids, 
Poor ſilly jades, 
Al after men are gadding; 
They flirt pell-mell, 
Their train to ſcoell, 
To coxcomb, coxcomb adding : 
To eury fop 
They re cock-a-hoop 
Ard ſet their mothers madding, 


. 


1 
„ I. 


Enter Sileno introducing Pol. 


— — 


Sil. Now, dame, and girls, no more let's hear you 
rumble 
At too hard toil : I chanc'd, juſt now, to ſtumble 
On this ſtout drudge—and hir'd him—fit for labour. 
To'm lad--- then he can play, and ſing, and caper. 
A/. Toe rubbiſh to bring home, a ſtrolling thrum- 
. | 
(To Pol) What art thou good for? ſpeak, thoa ragged 


mummer. 
mY Mother, for ſhame— 
1 Peace, ſaucebox, or I'll maul you. 
Pol. Goody, my ſtrength and parts you under value, 
For his and your. work, I am britk and handy, 
Daph. A ſad cheat clſe--- 
Ayſ. What you jack-a-dandy ? 


I VI. 


Pray, gooay, pleaſe to moderate the rancour of your tangue : 
Fi by flaſh thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes? 
Remember, when the judgments weak the prejudice is rong. 
A flranger why will you deſpiſe ? | 
Ply me 
Try me 
Prove, ere you deny me : 
If vou caſt me 
Off, you blaſt ,me 


Never more to riſe 


8. „ nV. 


Enter Myſis, Sileno, Nyſa, Daphne. 
Myſ. Sirrab, this inſolence deſerves a drubbing, 
Ny/. With what {weet' temper he bears all her ſnub- 
ing! (ide) 
Sil. Qons, no more words---gn, boy, and get your 
dinner. | 


C SCENE 
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e.. F 


Fye, why ſo croſs grain'd to a young beginner ? 
- N So modeſt | 

Daph. So genteel |! 

Sil. (to Myſ.) Not pert, nor lumpiſh. 


K-40 6 


Myſ. Would he were hanged | 
NM. and Daph. La! mother why fo frumpiſh ? 


Nyſ. Mamma, how can you be fo ill-natur'd, 
To the gentle, handſome ſtbain? 


. 


* 


Daph. To a lad, fo limb d, ſo featur'd, 


Sure tis cruel to give pain. 


Sure tis cruel, &c. 


Myſ. Girls, for you my fears perplex me, 
Pm alarm'd on your account : 
Sil. Wife, in vain you teize and Vex me, 


[ will rule, 


5 


depend upon't. 


Ab ah! 


Mamma ! 
Mamma, how can you be ſo ill-natur'd, 
Ah, ha, to @ lad ſo limb'd and featur'd ? 
To the gentle, handſome ſwain, 
Sure "tis cruel to give pain; 
Sure "tis cruel to give pain, 
To the gentle, handſome ſwain. 
Girls, for you my fears perplex me, 
I'm alarm'd on your account. 
Wife, in vain you teizc and vex me, 
1 will rule, depend upon't. | 
| amma ! 
Pjha ] pſha ! 
Papa! 
Ah! ha! 


Mamma, how can you be ſo ill natur'd, 
Eſta, pſba, you muſt not be fo ill- natur d, 
Ah, ah, to a lad ſo limb'd, fo featur d. 


Daph, 


M 1 9 A 8. 11 


Daph. 1 To the gentle handſome ſwain, 


Sil. [ He's a gentle handſome ſwair. 
Nyſ. Sure tis cruel to give pain. 
Nyſ. Tis my pleaſure to give pain. 


He's a gentle handſome ſwan. 
To the gentle handſome ſtbain. 
To your odious fav'rite ſwain. 


Daph, Sure tis cruel to give pain, 


TCH RE vu 


Enter Midas and Dammztas. 


Mid. Nyſa, you fay, refus'd the guineas Britiſh. 
Dam. Ah! pleaſe your worſhip---ſhe is wond'rous 
ſkittiſh. 
Mid. I'Il have her, coſt what 'twill. Odſbobs-—-I'II 
force her- 
Dam. The halter--- 
Aid. As for madam, I'll divorce her--- 
Some favoured lout in cog our bliſs oppoſes. 
Dam. Ay, Pol, the hind, puts out of joint our noſes, 
Mid. I've heard of that Pol's tricks,---of his fly 
tampering | 
To fling poor Pan, but VII ſoon ſend him ſcampering. 
*dblood, I'll commit him---drive him to the gallows. 
W here is old Pan? 
Dam. Tipling, Sir, at th' ale-houſe. 


Mid. Run, fetch him---we ſhall hit on ſome expe- 
dient 


To rout this Pol. 


Dam. I fly; (going, returns) Sir, your obedient, 
Exit. 


SCENE 
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8 n N II. 


Mid. What boots my being Squire, 
Juſtice of Peace, and Quorum; 
Church-warden Knight o'th' ſhire, 
And Cuſtos Rotulorum, 
If ſaucy little Nyſa's heart, rebellious, 
M y = pms. flights, and haakers after fel- 
SWS! 


A IR VIII. 
Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wiſe my ſhoes, 


| are my amours to croſs 
Shall a peaſant minx, when juſtice Midas wooes, 
Her noſe up at him toſs ? 
No : I'll kidnap—then poſſeſs her. 
Tul fell her Pol a flave, get munaungus in exchange; 
So glut to the height of pleaſure 
Ay love and my revenge. 


No, [ll kidnap, &c. [Exit. 


SM . 


Pan is diſcover'd fitting at a table, with a tankard, 
pipes, and tobacco before him, his bagpipes lying 
by him. 


RR 


Pan. Jupiter wenches and drinks, 
He rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
Yet be” a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as J. 
uno rates him 
And grates him, 
And leads his bighneſs a weary life ; 

[ have my laſs, 
And my glaſs, 


And firole a batchetor's merry life. 
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Let him fluſler 
And bluſter, | 
Yet cringe to his harridan's furbella; 
To my fair tulips, 
J glew lips, 
And clink the cannitin here below. 


Se. 


DAM TAS, PAN. 


Dam. There ſits the old ſoaker 
bling little 
How the world wags — ſo he gets drink and vittle : 
Hoa, maſter Pan — Gad you've trod on a thiſtle! 
Vou may pack up your all, ſir, and go whiſtle. 
The wencheshave turn'd tail—to yon buck ranter; 
Tickled by his guittar—they ſcorn your chanter. 


A L R > 4 


All around the maypole haw they trot, 
Hot | 
Pot, 
And good ale have got ; 

Routing, 
Shouting, 

At you flouting, 
Fleering, 
Feering, 

And what not. 

There is eld Sileno friſes like a mad 

Lad, 
Glad 

To ſee us Jad, 
Cap'ring, 
Lap' ring, 

> TYhile Pol, ſcraping, 

Coaxes 
The laſſes 

As he did the dad. 


his pate trou- 
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Mys1s, PAN. 
Myſ. O Pan! the devil to pay-- both my ſluts 


frantic | 
Both in their tantrums for yon cap'ring antic ; 
But I'll go ſeek em all---and if 1 find 'em, 
I'll drive *em--- as if Old Nick were behind 'em. 
[ Going. 


Pan. Soa, ſoa---don't flounce ; 
Avaſt---diſguiſe your fury, 
Pol we ſhall trounce, 


Midas is judge and jury, 


. 


Myſ. Sure I ſhall run with vexation diſiracted, 
To ſee my purpoſes thus counteratted ! 
is way or that way, or which way ſoever, 
All things run contrary to my endeavour. 
Daughters projecting 
Their ruin and ſhame, 
Fathers neglecting 
The care of their fame; 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous wiper ; 
Here's a fine dance hut tis he pays the piper. 
[Exeunt, 


CENTS IM 


A wood and lawn near Sileno's farm, flocks grazing at 
. a diſtance. A tender flow ſymphony. Daphne croſſes 
melancholic and ſilent; Nyſa watching her. 
[Then Daphne returns running. 
Nyſa. O ho' ! is it fo---Miſs Daphne in the dumps! 
Mum---ſnug's the word---Fll lead her ſuch a dance 
Shall make her ſtir her ſtumps. 
To all her ſecret haunts, 
Like her ſhadow, I'll follow and watch her: 
And, faith, mamma ſhall hear on't if I catch her. 
| [ Retire. 


2 


„„ 8 Ka, 15 


Daph. La! how my heart goes pit-a-pat ! what 
thumping f : 
Fer fince my father brought us home this bumpkin. 


A 1: II. 


He's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
. As &er ſlept in leather ſhoe; 
And, what's better, he'll love me too, 
And to him Til prove true blue. 


Tho my ſiſter cafls a haw#'s eye, 
I defy what ſbe can do; 
He verlook'd the little doxy, 


Pm the girl he means to woo. 


Hither I Hole out to meet him; 
He'll, no doubt, my 5 purſue : 

1f the youth prove true, J fit him; 
If be's falſe--- PI fit bim too. 


S8 ⏑ N N88 XIII. 


Darune, Pol. 


Pal. Think o' the Devil---'tis ſaid, 
He's at your ſhoulder--- | 
This wench was running in my head, | 


And, pop---behold her. | 


A.1- ©: a8. 
Lovely nymph aſfwage my anguiſh £ 


At your feet a tender fuwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 

One kind look would eaſe his pain. 
Did you know the lad who courts you, 

He not long needs ſue in vain; © 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports=--you 


Scarce will meet his like again. 


Daph. 
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Daph. Sir, you're fuch an oglio 
Of perfection in folio, 
No damſel can reſiſt you: 
Your face ſo attractive, 
Limbs ſo ſupple and active, 
That, by this light, 
At the firſt fight, F 
I could have run and kiſs'd you. F 


I XIV. 


o can caper, as well as you modulate, 

With the addition of that pretty face, 
Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a God o late, 
Mill be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His beard fo freu), his geflures ſo awkward are, 
And his bagpipe has fo drowjy a drone, | 
T hat, if they find you, as | did, no backwarder, 


You may count on all the girls as your own. 


Ai. (From within) Pol, Pol, make haſte, come 
hither, | 
Pol. Death, what a time to call! 
Oh ! rot your old lungs of leather. 
Bye Daph. 
Daph. B'ye Pol. 


SCENE My. 


NVS A, DAPHNE, 
Nyſ. Marry come up, forſooth, 


Is't me, you forward vixen, * 
You chooſe to play your tricks on? 
And could your liquoriſh tooth 
Find none but my ſweetheart to fix on? 
Daph. Marry come up again : | 
ladeed ; my dirty couſin |! 
Have you a right to every ſwain ? 
N\y/. Ay, tho' a dozen. pk 


r. 17 


E. 


Daph. My minibin miſs, do you fancy that Pol 
Can ever be caught by an infant's dol? 
Nyſ. Can you, miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he will fall 

In love with the gianteſs of Guild-hall ? 


Daph. P my elf, 

Nyſ. Coloſſus it ſelſ, 
ww Both. You will lie till you're mouldy upon the ſhelf. 
5 Daph. You flump o'th' gutter, you hop ' my thumb, 


A huſband for you muſt from Lilliput come. 
Nyſ. You flalking fleeple, you gawky flag, 
Your. huſband muſt come from Brogdignag. 


Daph. Sour grapes, 

Nyſ. Lead apes, 

Both. Tl humble your vanity, mifireſs Trapes. 
Daph. Mis, your aſſurance, 

Nyſ. And, + 4 your high airs, 
Daph. Is paſt all indurance. 

Nyſ. Are at their laſt pray'rs. 


Daph. No more of thoſe freedoms, miſs Nyſa, I beg. 
Nyſ. Miſs Daphne's conceit muſt be lower'd a 1 


Daph. Poor ſpite ! 
Nyſ. Pride hurt ! 
Daph. Liver white! 
Nyſ. Rare ſport I 


Daph. J Do, ſhew your teeth, ſpitfire, do, but you can't bite, 
Nyſ. J This haughtineſs ſoon will be laid in the dirt. 
Poor ſpite, &c. | 
Pride burt, Cc. 
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A Grove. 


5 Enter Nyſa followed by Midas. 
Aid. T URN, tygreſs, turn; nay fly not — 
II have thee at a why not; 
How comes it, little Nyſy, 
That heart, to me ſo icy, 
Should be to Pol, like tind er, 
Burnt up t a very cinder? 
Nyſ. Sir, to my virtue ever ſteady, 
FAW 
I ſcorn your ſhock; 
But why this attack? 
A miſs can you lack 
Who have a wife already? | 
Mid. Ay there's the curie---but ſhe's old and ſickly ; 
And, would my Ny/a grant the favour quickly, 
Wculd ſhe yield now—l\ſwear by the lord Harry, 
The moment madam's cofhin'd—her 1'l] marry. 


. 


O what pleaſure will abound 
When my wife is laid in ground! 
Let earth cover her, 
Fel dance over ber, 
Il ben my wife is laid in ground, 


Oh how happy ſhould I be, 
Mould little Nyſa pig with mel 
Hild manible her, 
Touze and tumble her, 
Would little Nyla pig toith me, 
| Ny. 


X 1 D AS. 19 


Ny/. Young birds alone are caught with chaff, 
At your baſe ſcheme 1 laugh, 

Mid. Yet take my vows— 

Ny/. 1 would not take your bong, ir 

. Half my eee 

Nyſ. No, nor the hole my fond fir. 


"a: & { . 


1 Ne'er will I be 25 i the lurch; 
£4 Ceaſe your bribes and ' whiedling 3 
: Till Tm made a bride i' the Sigh 
= ll keep man from meddling. 
hat are riches ' 
And "(oft eeches? 
Bait! ind che ; 
To bewitch us. 
When yau've'won us, 
And undone us, 
Clay d you ſpun us, 
rOWning on us, 


For aur heedleſs piddling, [Exits 


S8 G R N I 


Midas, then Pan and Pol, liſtening. 
Mid. Well, maſter Pot I'll tickle; 
For him, at leaſt, I have a rod in pickle: 
When he's in limbo, 
Not thus our hoity toity mils 
Will ſtick her arms a-kimbo. 
Pan. So, ſquire, well met——1 flew to know your 
buſineſs. 


Mid. Why, Pan, this Pol we muſt bring down on 
his knees. 


he Pan. That were a feat indeed ;—a feat to brag on. 


Mid. Let's home we'll thers concert it o'er a 
flagon. | 


I' make bim ſkip | 
Pan, As St. George did the dragon. 
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If into your hen yard 


The treacherous reynard 

Steals ſlily, your poultry to ravage; 
With gun you attack him, 
With beagles you track him, 

All's fair to deſtroy the fell ſavage. 


So Pol, who comes picking , 
Up my tenger chicken, 
No means do I ſcruple to baniſh ; 
With pow'r I'll o erbear him, 
With fraud I'll enſnare him; 
By hook or by crook he ſhall vaniſh. [Exeunt. 


III. 


A Lawn before MipAs's Houſe. 
Enter Nyſa. 


Nyſ. Good lack! what is come o'er me? 

Daphne has ſtep'd before me 

Envy and love devour me. 

Pol doats upon her phiz hard, 

"Tis that ſticks in my gizzard. 

Migas appears now twenty times more hideous. 

Ab, Ny/a, ' what reſource ? A cloyſter. 

Death alive yet thither muſt I cun 

£3 And turn nun— 

Prodigious ! 


A 1 IV. 


In thoſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine ; 
Then his guittar he clatters 
With tinkling divine: 
But, my ſiſter, 
Ah ! he kiſs'd her, 
And me he paſs'd by; 
I'm jealous 
Of the fellow's. | 
Bad taſte and blind eye, 


* 

355 
* 
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Mip as's Parlour, 


Midas, Myſis and Pan in conſultation ever a large bowl 
of punch, pipes and tobacco. 

Mid. Come, Pan, your toaſt 

Pan, Here goes, our noble Umpire, 

Miſ. And Pol's defeat---['ll pledge it in a bumper. 
id. Hang him, in ev'ry ſcheme that whelp has 
croſs'd us. | | 

Myf. Sure he's the Devil himſelf. 

Pan. Or doctor Fauſtus. 

My Ah! Squire——for Pan would you but ſtoutly 
ſtickle, | 

This Pol would ſoon be in a wretched pickle, 

Pan. You reaſon right 

Mid. His toby I ſhall tickle. 

Myſ. Look, ſquire, I've fold my butter, here its 
price is | 

At your command, do but this jobb for Myſit. 
Count em Six guineas and an old Jacobus, 
Keep Pan, and ſhame that ſcape-grace coram nobis. 
Mid. Goody, as tis your requeſt, 
I pocket this here ſtuff; 
And as for that there peaſant, 
Truſt me I'll work his buff, 
At the muſical ſtruggle 
III bully and juggle; 
award's 
Your ſure card: 
Blood, he ſhall fly his country — that's enough. 
Pan. Well ſaid, my lad of wax. 
Mid. Let's end th” tankard, 
I have no head for buſineſs til! I've drank hard. 
he 2a have my guts brains in them till they're 
addle ; 


When I'm moſt rocky I beſt ſit my ſaddle, 


Mid. 
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Mid. Well, come, let's take one bouze, and roar 
a catch, 3 
Then part to our affairs. 
Pan. A match. 
My}. A match. 


. 
Mid. Mafler Pol © 
And his tol de-roll-rol, 


PI buffet away from the plain, ſir. 
Pan. And I ] Pp ei 
Your warſhips fiſi 
With all my might and main, fir; 
Aly. And Lil have a thump, 
Though he is ſo plump, | 
And makes ſuch a woundy racket. 
Mid. PI bluff, 
41 Pan. PII rough, 
bf Myſ. PII buff, 5 
i Mid. PI! cuff, 4 
| Omn. And Pl warrant we peper his jacket. j 
1 Mid. For all his cheats, 
Lf And wenching feats, 
1 ' He ſhall rue on his knees em, 
 O ſkip, by goles, 
As high as Paul's, 
Like ugly witch on beſom. 
Arraign'd he ſhall be, 
Of treaſon to me] 
Pan. And I with my davy will back it, 
PII favear, 
Mid. 7% fnare, 
Myſ. PU tear. 
Oma. O rare/ | 
| And Tl warrant we peper his jacket, 


„ 4 


Enter Sileno and Damætas, in warm argument 
Sil. ot Riots a wife for thee ; the ſquire's baſe pan- 
ar: : | | 3h 
To the pinatations ſooner would I ſend her, Þ 
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Dam. Sir, your good wiſe approv'd my offers, 
Sil. Name her not, Hag of Ender ; 
W hat knew ſhe of thee but thy coffers ? 
Dam. And ſhall this ditch-born whelp, this jack 
anapes, | 
By dint of congees and of ſcrapes | 
Sil. Theſe are thy flanders and that canker'd hag's, 
Dam. A thing made up of pilſer'd rags 
Sil. Richer than thou with all thy brags 
Of flocks, and herds, and money bags. 


1 VI. 


If a rival thy character draw, 
n perſectian hell find out a flaw ; 

With black he will paint, 
Make a de il of a ſaint, 

And change to an owl a maccaw, 

Dam. Can a father pretend to be wiſe 
l ho bis friends good advice will deſpiſe ! 

Ihe, when danger 1s nigh, 
Throws his ſnectacles by 

And blinks thro' a green girl's eyes ! 


Sil. You're an impudent pimp and a grub, 

Dam. You are fool'd by a beggarly ſcrub ; 
Your betters you ſnub. 

Sil, Ibo will lend me à club, 


Dam, 


This inſolent pupy to drub ? 
Your an impudent pimp and a grub— 
You're cajol'd by a beggarly ſcrub. — 


vil, Who will rot in a powdering tub. 
Dam. I bom the prince of impoſtures I dub. 
Sil. A guinea for a club, 

Dam. Your baid pate you'll rub 

Sil. This muckworm to drub. 

Dam. I hen you find that your cub 

Sil. Rub off, firrah, rub ſirrab, rub. 


Dam, 


Is debauch d by @ whip't ſpllabub. [Exeunt, 
SCENE 
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Bier M yſis attended by Daphne and Nyſa. 
Ayſ. Soh you attend the tryal,---we ſhall drive 


hence 

Your vagabond 

Sil. I ſmoke your foul contrivance. 

Daph. Ah, Ny, cur fate depends upon this iſſue — 

Ny. Daph—tor your ſake, my claim I here forego, 
And with your Pol much joy I with you. 

Daph. d, gemini, ſay'ſt thou me to ? 
Dear creature let me kiſs you. 

Ny/. Let's kneel, and beg his ſtay : papa will back us, 

Daph. Mamma will ſtorm. 

Ny. What then, ſhe can but whack us. 


1 VII. 


Daph. Mother, ſure you never 
Will endeavour 
To difſever 
From my favour 
So ſweet a ſwain / 
None ſo clever 
E'er trod the plain. 
Nyſ. Father, hopes you gave her, 
Don't deceius her; 
Can you leave her 
Sunk for ever 
n pining care? 
Haſte and ſave her 
| From black deſpair. 
Daph. Think of his modeſt grace, 
His voice, ſhape, and face; 
Nyſ. Hearts alarming, 
Daph. Boſom's warming, 
Nyſ. Wrath diſarming, 
D-ph. With his ſoft lay: 
Ny. He's fo charming, 
"; A Ab, let him flay : 
Both, He's fo charming, &c. 
* 


Myſ. 
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Myſ. Sluts, you are leſi to ſhame / 
Syl. Wife, wife, be more tame. 
Myſ. This is madneſs ! 
Sil. Sober * . 
Myſ. I with glaaneſs 

CTCou d ſee him ſwing, 

For his badneſs. 

Sil. Tis no ſuch thing. 
Dam. Muft Pan reſign, to this 555. his employment? 

Mujt I, to him, yeild of Daph the enjoyment ? 
Myſ. Ne'er while & tongue 1 brandiſb, 

Fop outlandiſh, 

'  Daph Hall llanaiþb. 
Dam. Will you reject my income, 

Herds and clinkum ? 
Sil. Not and ſink em. 
Dam. Midas muſt judge. 
Myſ. And Pol muſt fly. 
Sil. Zounds, Pol ſhan't budge. 
Myſ. You he, 
Dam. You bye, 
My. 
_ You lye, you he. 

il, 

Nyſ. Pan's drone is fit for wild racks and bleak mountains, 
Daph. Pol's Iyre ſuits beſt our cool grots and clear fountains, 
Nyſ. Pol is young and merry, | 
Daph. Light, and airy 
Sil. As @ fairy. 
Nyſ. Pan is old and muſty, 
Daph. Sti F and fuſty, 
Sil. Sour and cruſty, 
Daph. Can you baniſh Pol? 
Nyſ. No, no, no, no. 

Let Pan fall, 
Daph. Ay, let him go. 
Nyſ. 
, let bim go. 


D SCENE 
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Midas comes forth enrag'd, attended by a Croud of Nymphs 
and Swains, 


Mid. Peace ho! is hell broke looſe ? What means 
this jawing ? 


Under my very noſe this clapper-clawing ! 


. 


hat the devil's here to do, 
Ye logger- heads, and gipſies? 


Sirrah you, and huſſey you, 
And each of you tipſey is; 


But Il as ſure pull down your pride as 
A gun, or as Pm juſtice Midas, 


C HO. US 


O tremendous juſtice Midas, 
Who ſhall oppoſe wije juſtice Midas? 
[ All fall proſtrate. 


8 IX. 


Mid. Tm giv'n to underſtand that you're all in @ pother here, 
Difputing whether Pan or Pol ſhall play to you another year. 


Dare you think your cluniſy lugs ſo proper to decide as 
The delicate ears of juſtice Midas: e 
Cho. O tremendous, c. 


Mid. Soh you allow it then Ve mobbiſh rabble ? 
S8 O E N E VII. 


Enter Pol and Pan ſeveralhy. 


Oh, here comes Pol and Pan—now ſtint your gabble, 
Fetch my great chaii---1'1] quickly end this ſquabble. 


AIR 


7 2 
"of 
- 
o 
- 
1 
by. 
4 
* 
% 
* 
4 


peg 
3 


r 27 


„ 


Now Im ſeated, 
{ll be treated 

Like the ſophi on his throne ; 
In my prone, 
Scoundrel peaſants 

Shall not call their fouls their own, 
My beheſt is, 
He who befl is, 

Shall be fix d muſician chief : 
Ne'er the loſer, 
Shall ſhew nbſe here, 

But be tranſported like a thief. 

Cho. O tremendous, c. 


Dam. Maſters, wiil you abide by this condition ? 
Pan, I aſk no better, 


Pol. I am all ſubmiſſion, 
Pan. Srike up, ſweet Sir. 


Pal. Sir, 1 attend your leiſure. 

Mid. Pan take the lead. : 

Pan.— Since 'tis your worſhip's pleaſure. 
II. 


A pox of your pot her about this or that, 

Your fhrieking, or ſqueaking, a ſharp or a flat; 

I'm ſharp by my bumpers ; you're flat, Maſter Pol 
So here goes a ſet-to at tol de reoll-loll. 

When Beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 
And after miſs Will o“ the Ihiſþ the fools ſcamper, 
Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady extol ; 

Pray what's all this fuſs for but. tel de- roll loll. 
Mankind are a medley a chance medley race ; 
All flart in full cry to give dame For tuns chace ; 
There's catch as catch can, hit or maſs luck is all, 


And luck's the beſi tune of life's tol-de-roll-loll. 


Poe done, pleaſe your worſhip, "tis rather tos long, 
{ only meant life is but an old ſong; 
The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll, 


It here all a the ſcene of tot-loll-de-roll-loll, 
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Mid. By jingo, well perform'd for one of his age; 
How, hang- dog, don't you bluſh to ſhe your vilage ? 
Pol. Why, maſter Midas, for that matter, 
*Tis enough to daſh one, 
To hear the arbitrator, 
In ſuch unſeemly faſhion, 
One of the candidates beſpatter, 


With ſo much partial paſſion. 
[Midas falls aſleep. 


A1 . 
Ab, happy hours, how fleeting 


Ye danc'd on down away, 
Ihen, my foft vows repeating, 
At Daphne's feet I lay! 
But from her charms, when ſunder'd, 
As Midas frowns preſage, 
Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age. | 
Mid. Silence this juſt decree all, at your peril, 
Obedient hear, — elſe I ſhall uſe you very ill. 


Taz DECREE. 


Pan Hall remain, 
Pol quit the plain. 
Chorus, Oh tremendous, Cc. | 
Mid. All bow with me to mighty Pan—enthrone 
him | 
No pouting—— and with feſtal chorus crown him! — 
[The crowd form g im ranks. beſide the chair and join 
in the chorus, whil/t Midas crowns him with bays. 


CH Q RU 


See, triumphant ſits the bard 

Crown'd with bays, his due reward, 
Exid Pol ſhall wander far, 

Exil d twang his faint guittar, | 
While, with echoing ſhouts of praiſe, 
We the bagpipe's glory raiſe, 
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Mid. Tis well what keeps you here—you raga- 
muffin? | 
Go trudge——or do you wait for a good cuffing ? 
Pol. Now, all attend---{ throws off his diſguiſe and 
appears as Apollo, ] The wrath of Fove, tor rapine, 
Corruption, luſt, pride, fraud, there's no eſcaping. 
Tremble, thou wretch---thou'ſt ſtretch'd thy utmoſt 
tether; | 
T hou and thy tools ſhall go to pot together. 


1 


Dunce, I did but ſham, 
For Apollo I am, 
God of muſic and king of Parnaſs - 
7 by ſcurvy decree 
For Pan againſt me, 
J reward with the ears of an afs. 
Mid. Detected, baulk'd, and ſmall, 
On our marrow bones we fall. 


My/. Be merciful. 

Dam. Be pitiful. 

Mid. Forgive us, mighty Sol Alas, alas ! 

Pol. Thou, a Billinſgate quean, [zo Myſ. 
Thou, a pander obſcene, [te Dam. 


With flrumpets, and bailiffs ſhall claſs ; 
Thou, driven from. man, 
Shalt wander wit) Pan, [to Midas. 
He a flinking old goat, thou an aſi, an aſs, Cc. 
Apol. Be thou ſquire his eſtate [to Sil. 
To thee I tranſlate. 
To you his ſtrong cheſts, wicked __—y to Daph. 
Live happy, while I, 1 audNyf.. 
Recall'd to the ſky, a 
Make all the Gods laugh at Midas. 


2 Daph. 
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Daph. ] Together with , To the bright God of day 


Sil. the orber nymphs Let us dance, ſing and play 
Nye L. cup hands every lad with his laſs. 


Daph. Now criticks lie ſnug, 
Not a hiſs, groan, or ſhrug, 
Remember the fate of Midas, 
Midas, 
Remember the fate of Midas. 


CHORUS. 


Now criticks lie ſnug, &. 
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